Madame Golubev had been sent to the baggage-train
Her husband did not accompany her The Baron had
pressed him into service, and the Counsellor of State, with
his glasses crooked, was to be seen limping for hours as
he drilled
The New Year was approaching, Semionov showed no
further sign of life
One day a Japanese merchant with a soldierly look
about him came to see Ungern He arrived at nightfall,
and shut himself up with the Baron and Captain Sudzuki
That night Makeev, who had been promoted to aide-de-
camp, stood sentry outside Ungern's tent He could see
his breath going up in little white clouds in the moonlight
Subdued voices reached his ears from inside the tent, but
the speakers were talking a language unknown to him
It was dawn when the visitor left On the threshold of
the tent, he stopped and said to the Baron, m English
'You may be sure I'll tell His Excellency everything
Good-bye and good luck *
He made his way out of the camp Half a mile or so
away, beside a fire hidden in the rocks, two other mer-
chants awaited him When they saw their companion
coming back, they stood at attention
In the baggage-train word went round that Madame
Golubev slept in Chernov's tent
Big snowflakes were carpeting the frozen suiface of the
Kerulen The wind whirled them over the camp, drove
them in the soldiers' eyes, and powdered the tents and
the horses' manes with them On the ground they formed
a white, wind-swept crust, which the emaciated beasts
broke with their hooves m search of a few blades of grass
Ungern had gone away. His officers, with time hanging
heavy on their hands, played cards, talked women, and
handed out punishments to the soldiers Every morning
Rezukhin hurned through current business in order to
return to the game of patience he had been playing the